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. the salt of life. The chants, songs, and

plain stories telling of the history and
traditions, were poetic works

colored with the individuality and feeling for

the language which is inherent in the Indian.

IT IS SAID that the culture of a people
1s best seen in their poetry and the extent
of its developments If this indeed is true,
then the Native imerican youth embodies
the greatest hope for ail of us. In no
other race on this continert is there found
g0 much sheer beauty of expression and
poetry wnich is honest and unstilted,

as there is among our own Indian youth.



BATTLE WON IS LOST

They said, "You dre no longer a lad." -
I nodded.
- They said, "Enter the council lodge."
I sat, : ;
They said, "Our lands are at stake.'
I scowlad,
They said, "We are at war."
I hated.
They said, "Prepare red war symbols."
I painted.
They said, "Count coups, "
I scalped.
They said, "You'll see friends die."
I cringed. ﬂ i
They said, "Desperate warriors fight best.!
T chargad.
They said, "Some will be wounded,"
T bled.
They said, "To die is glorious.™
They lied.

Phil George, Nez Perce

The quiet, subtle laughter of women
as they prepare the meal. -
food, hot and steaming, nourishing,
served in a pottery bowl; the same color as the people.
The glow of the awakening sun as it pours itself :
into the darkness of mud-plastered walls beginning another day.
This is the world of the Pueblo.

Th

£

And now this is the new day: .
The laughter is still subtle, still quiet.
The food is still hot, still humbly accepted and given thanks for,
Only the plaster has changed,
: but the sun is still round, like the pottery,
like the kiva, and still the. color of the people. .

Larry Bird, Pueblo




DAWN BOY'S SONG ON ENTERING WHITE HOUSE

In the house of long life, there T wander,

In the house of happiness, there T vander,
Beauty before me, with it I wander,

Beauty behind me, with it T wander,

Beauty below me, with it T wander,

Beauty above me, with it T vander.

Beauty all around me, with it I wander.

In old age traveling, with it I vander. .
On the beautiful trail I am, with it I Wander.

SONG OF THE ZARTH SPIRIT, ORIGIN LEGEND

I% is lovely indeed, it is lovely indeed.
Ly T e the spirit vithin the earth, ..
The feet of the earth are my feetsos
The legs of the earth are My legse.. f
The bodily strength of the eapth 15 my bodily strength
The thoughts of the earth ape my thoughts...
The voice of the earth is my voice,.,.,
The feather of the capth is ny feather,.,
AL that belongs to the earth belongs to me...
ALl that surrounds the earth surrounds me,.,.
I, I am the sacred words of the earth,..
It is lovely indeed, it is lovely indeed,




Among the Navajes a corn scn
to plant corn.

the first

NAVAJO CORN SONG

The corn grows up.

The waters cf the dark clouds drop, drop.
The rain descends.

The waters from the corn leaves drop, drop.
The rain descends.

The waters from the plants drop, drop.

e corn grows up.

+nie waters of the dark mists drop, drop.

e

ZUNI_CORN SONG

As the Indian woman ground the corn, she sang one of the ancient corn
of her People, such as: .

0, my lovely mountain,
To' yallianne!

0, my lovely mountain,

To' yallanne!
To' yallanne!

* * *

Lovely! See the cloud, the cloud appear!
Lovely! See the rain, the rain draw near!
Who' spoke?
"Twas the little corn-ear
High on the tip of the stalk
Singing while it looked at me
Talking aloft there—
"Ah, perchance the floods
Hither moving—
Ah, may the floods come this way!"

2 * *

Yonder, yonder see the fair rainbow, -

See the rainbow brightly decked and painted!
Now the swallow bringeth glad news to your corn,
Singing, "Hitherward, hitherward,
hitherward, rain,
7 "Hither come!" :
Singing, "Hitherward, hitherward,
hitherward, white cloud, -

"Hither come!™
Now hear the corn~plants murmur,
"We are growing everywhere!
Hi, yai! The world, how fair!'

g wag supposecdly sung Ey-the Home God, who was

songs



DREAM SONG
(Chippewa)

In the Sky

I am walking,
A Bird

I accompany.

LOVE SONG
(Chippewa)

n
1 am thanling

.
T
T

am thinting
have found my lover
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LOVE S0ONG
(Chippewa)
4 locen I thought it was
But it was
My love's
Splashing oar.

CANOL LUILDER

Canoce builder

Appealing to Birch-tree

Lay aside your cloak, O birch tree!
Lay aside your white-skin wrapper -

THE CANOCE

Like = yéllaw leaf in autumn
Like a yellow water 1lily.

Tw0 DRZLM SONGS OF STYAKA

Jozan Serngs are the wmost precious spiritual possession of the individual,
reccived by the vision-seeking youth, after much suffering and loneliness,
ir a dream.

At night may I roam
Apainst the winds may I roam
At night may I roam

When the owl is hooting

May I roam,




TWO DREAM SONGS OF. SIYAKA Cont'd.

At dawn may I -roamnm

Against the 'winds may I roam
At dawn may ‘I roam

When the crow is calling

May I roam.

§8]
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Where the wind is vlowing
The wind is roaring
I stand.

Westward the wind is blowing
The wind is roaring—
I stand.

OPENING PRAYER OF THE SUN DANCE
(Teton. Sioux)-

Grandfather!

A voice I am geing to send,
Hear me!

All over the universe

A voice I am going to send,
_Hear me,

Grandfather!

I will live!

I have said it.

LAST SQNG OF SITTING BULL
(Teton Sioux)

A warrior

I have been.
Now

It is all over.
A hard time

I have,

FAMILY TREE

Love and concern for Joung and old is reflected in s humorous way by a
Choctaw writer, Winnie Lewis Gravitt: ‘

The Young Indian
He's like a pine trese
For he is tall and proud
And he is pretty good by hirself
He's kinder scared in a crowd.




FAMILY TRZE Cont'4d.
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Qmaké and g;t argunda

she's 1 , Eedar tree

Sorta fat and still and low

Her arms zre big aud her lap is broad
Ain't it too bad it's so?

A PRAYER OF THE NIGHT CHANT

(Navajo)

i

Psegihis
House made of dawn.
House iiade of evening light.
House made of the dark cloud.
House made of male rain.
House made of dark mist.
House made of femule rain.
House made of pollen.
House made of grasshoppers.
Dark cloud is at the door.
The trail out of it is dark cloud.

The zigzag lighining stands high upon it.
Male deity!

Your oifering T make .
I have prepared a sm
Restore my Toet for me.

Restore my legs for mr.

Restors my body for me.

Restore my mind for me. _
This very day Lake out your spell for me.
Your spell remove for me.

Far off it has gon~.

Happily I recover.

Heppily my interior becomes cool.

Hapnily T go forth.

My interiar feeling cool, may I walk.

No longer sore, may I walk

Impervious to pain, may I walk.,

With lively feeling may I walk.
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THED NTGHT CHANT Cont'd.

ke long ago,
before me.
kahind me.
balow me.
acove me.
around me,

In b; utv it is finished.

The Papago Enrmmcnlal fluf“
is kept productive and
shape the weather; or

"In the
dwelling of the sun.

On

SAPLGO SUN DANCE

top of this dwalllng place

The Sun comes up

east is the

ar
travels over our heads.
Selow we travel.

I ’ﬁj‘ﬁ

Lo

Anc

I

wile

troke my

mner, '

Yhile ~ther tribes Tarmed, the

hunterg, living in temporarsy

se my right hand
the sun

body

ceremonial

NAVAJO HORSE SONG

"My horse has a hoof
like striped agate;

His fetlock is like a fine .

eagle plume;
His legs are

lightning..,.
My horse has a tail like
a trailing bla
an wealthy,

I

like quick

? may

may I walk,

ck eloudesss

to

S and songe are prayers by which the earth
dances are physical prayers
=ful hunt.

cure the ill,

vajo used their horses to become raiders or
» hegnos, remaining forever nomadic.



FAVAJO HORSE SONG Cont'd.

1
Behind me peacefi

Under me 1o
Over me peacef
All arocund me p

I am Everlasting and
Peaceful.
I stand for my horse."

MYTH OF THE MOUNTAINTOP WAY

That flowing water! That Tlowing water! My mind wanders across it.
That broad water! That flowing water! My mind wanders acrass it,
That old age water! That flowing water! My mind wanders across it.

CHANT, WHEN THEY SAW EACH OTHER, ORIGIN LEGEND

The earth is looking at me; it is looking up at me;
I, T am looking down at it.

I, T am happy, he is looking at me;

I, I an happy, I am looking at him.

The sun is looking at me; it is looking down at me;
I am looking up at it.

I, I am happy, it is looking at wie;

I, I am happy, I am looking at it.,

DAYLIGHT SONG

He has a voice, he has a voice.

Just at daylight the Mountain Bluebird calls.
The blue bird has a voice,

He has a voice, his voice melodious,

Hiz voice melodious, that flows in gladness,
The bluebird calls, the bluebird calls.,




Walking down a path
Walking in peace

Walking in ease;

A1l the little arimals...

Clean, pure vater

Cool, fresh air:

All the pretty flowers
And z thousand trees;

Just mother nature and me.

by Daniol VahFleét

Laug:ing, Crying
Loving, Hating
Failing, Trying
Hope, Despair
Selfish, Share
Good, Bad-
Apathy, Care
Sweet, Bitter
Peace, War

Watch the score.

You nane things ,

in order that you may know them. _
The mountain. Look, that m@untain,
it is black.

That 2s Black Mountain, my son.
That is Black Mountain, my brother.
The rocks. Look, the rgcks,

taey are red.

A lasting red stone color,

millions of years old,

no vie for. ets their name.,

Black Mountain.

Red Rocks.

"by Simon Ortiz
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by Simon Ortiz

GRAY
The color of the sky on
A rainy day,
Gray, a very unhappy feeling.
Gray, a tiny little donkey.
Gray hair of my grandfather.
Gray straightness of a sidewalk.
Gray, the color of smcke.
Gray, the misty fog of a marshland.

by Ernest Haven

Dark brown Navajo.
Worker of turquoise, silver.
Herds flecks of sheep.

by Donald Badoni

The sheep wandering

About looking for grasses.
Wanders all day long.

Stops lorg enough to chew on dry.
Grasses, Goes wandering again.

by Terrence Begay
My horse galloping.
The sound of thunder hoof
Coming towards home.

by Alice Bvans




THE HISTORY OF GOCD FUR ROBE

I heard ,
that in the long time ago,

.our people came from the Undewxrlsnd

G@Qd ur Eabe vas thé 1§ader théﬁ

TD make thé pEGPlE at one

and crops to grow,

they taught us Rites

(when all things stand together).

"Hold yourself up now,!" he said,
‘it being, you know, h;s pleagur%

to see ﬁhe people iﬁ a good way.

We Journey again -
and like the ancient ones

we leave what cannot be carried in our hearts.

And though in this way much is lost,

as the song says,
"We are 51mply on the earth,
my brothers, Ed we be afraid?"

53 Vance Goodiron
November, 1968

My dear grandmother
I can hear her axe talking
In the dawn morning

by Archie Washburne

HOME

Home is where the heart is
Where we were born and grew up-
A nice warm place.

We go far away from it.

We never leave it for sure.

by Lee Bahe

THIN P@EH

Skiﬁﬂy
me .

So
Thin.
Foed,
Food,
I cry
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daily.
My
ribs
like s
(=4
harp.
My
knees
like
a

cup.
The
wind
moclked
as

it
bhlew
me :
back
and
forth.
Help!

by Betty Chase

Old .reservation

Most beautiful land known

Red rocks standing tall.
Hiding small animals. .
Holding up brown eagle's nest.

by Lorraine Cody

House.,
Round, aquare.

With happy folk inside.

Sharing their love with each other.
Hﬁuses

by Bessie Yazzie

THE ANSWER

L spoke to the buffalo
I prayed to the sun
And the Thunderbiréransweredg

I erawled for drops of water
eand hunger stole my mind
The Thunderbird answered.




THE ANSWZR Cont'd.

A wise-man came upou me
and gave me z helring hand
The Thunderbird azswered.

by Floyd K. Oliver - (Rosebud Sioux)

I am happy .

for I am

what the great ones
thought would die

by Sea=Flower

S UNDS-

What do 1 hear?

Drums?

What do I hear?

Scngs?

What do I hear?

Is il my people

50 loud and .clear

who have gathered here
from far and near

to decide what our children
will learn and speak?
VES! |

by Martha West

ERIC
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BELGC I . Ifd I5......
By Reuben Snake

Being Indien is heving over 700,000 brcthers and sisters! :

Being Indien is fecling Grey l\.c1lf, Thunder Chief, Snoke l.alker are More beau-—
tiful names than Smith, Jones,.DBrown cr Johnson. _ :

Being Indisn is wetching Jchn layne uhip 50 of ycur kind with o single shot
pistol and ¢ rusty pccket Lnife cn Lhz latc siicw.. :

Beinp Indian is hoving ot least a dczen missicnaries from 12 different faiths
trying to save ycur heathen scul every yeor. ) '

Being Indian is fighting ' ith the U.S. Arny tc save ycur ccuntry frcrn the evils
of ccmrunism ¢nd ageinst Lhe U.S. Army on ycur reserveticn to keep the
Corps of Engineers frem sleslirg all of ¥cur land. _

Being Indian is ouning land ond nct being able tc rent, lease; sell or even
ferm it ycurself without BIA approval.

Being Indian is hoving every third person ycu meet tell ¥ycu about his great
grandmother who was a real Cherokee princess. ]

Being Indian is heving 9 cut of 10 people tell you how great they believe
Jim Thorpe, Squanto, Tonto, and Little Beaver ore. .

Being Indien is belonging tc a prrticuler tribe that is the -est of the 300
or rore thet still exist. L : '

Being Indian is bcing broke 211 summer because ycu try tc niake every low-it.ow
around. : ‘ ' -

Being Indian is having the preatest grandparents in the world.

Being Indian is "greadusoting" from a reservetion sci:ool and not being able to
read an 8th fArade English book frem ycur white urban friend's school.

Being Indian is loving "frybread" and corn scup.

Being Indian is heving at least cne slechelic relative put the touch cn ycu
once a day. - _

Being Indian is h ving high salaried BIA, PHS, CEC, HEV/, and DCL white-collar
bureaucrats tell ycu hov. ruch money is being spent on Indians these days.’

Being Indian is heving ycur tecnspre child ccme heme from school and ask yecu --
about I'the stranre beliefs" of Inuians thot her/his teacher menticned in

-

schecel teday. : -

Being Indien is waiting .(impatiently) fer the new Tecumseh, (sceola, Crazy
llorse, and CGeroniro Le¢ appear. :

Being Indain is missing verk ot least two days a 1.onth because so many of ycur
friends and relatives sre dying. ’ S

Being Indian is living cn borrowed tiie after your L4th birthday. .

Being Indian is having ycur all Indian schcol team playing against 7 men on the
brsketball ccourt, 15 men cn the football field, and 12 men cn the baseball
diamend. : , :

Being Indirn is listening to all ihe miudle elass Tontos and Uncle Tomahawks
tell ycu we must dc things Lhe "American Lay™", .

Being Indian is vatching ycur daughter give away her cnly pair of overshoes tc
her friend becruse she only has ic walk six blocks to sehcol and her friend
lives in the ceun.ry.

deing Indian is heving white do-gooders continue tc do for you instead of with
you. - : :

3Jeing Indiesn is never making qifick evaluotions cf pecple, but reserving judge- "
ment until their acticns shecw what kind of people they really are.

deing Indlan is feeding anyocne and everyone whc comes to ycur door hungry, with
whatever ycu have. |

eing Indian is feeling 2 sL:res of all Lhe Mrhiteys" in any public place you
w=1 {into. : : . :

Q e
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I KNOW, I KNOW

THEE CROW COMES EVERYDAY TO TELL THE OWL
of the steel tooth eaters appetite

FOR HOLLOW TREES AND THE LIKE

and patiently the owl listens

AND DOLEFULLY REPLIES . :

know

know

know

KNQwW

s I B

by Fhilip Sultz

PLLSTLIC PARIS INDIANS

2% into the city by the man from BIA

Tos

[&/]

I unm

What I saw there wasn't pretty, so I'm going home today.
I went into a fancy store to get out of the cold,

And what I saw while I was there is something to behold;

Plastic Paris Indians in every store I sav, -
What they will do for money should be against the law.

I got into Chicago and looked around their stores,

Their Indian clothes annoyed my nose — I had to go outdoors.
Italian Indian sueée;rand Italian moccasins.

The descendants of Columbus are. out to get our skins.

Plastic Paris Indians, how many fall for you? :
And what a waste of money for something that ain't true.

Standing in their window was a plastic Indian maid
Holding up an ea1r of corn and catering to the trade.

A few years back in time —— it wasn't back too far —
I saw that Indian once before with a handful of cigars.

Flastic Paris Indians, you hurt my heart so bad
To see my tribal colors so easy to 1

The rich a+d white o0ld ladies stood by the Indian maid

Their wriniles undeyr warpaint, their fat beneath the suede.

I said te them, "I'm Indian -— I'm proud I'm Indian too." ,

They called a guard who threw me cut like an old bowl of corn stew.

Plastic Paris Indians, you're like the BIA —— )

You sell our souls for money, you throw our lives away.

When I thinkK of what iz wasted on that Plastic Paris stuff

While last winter we ate dog medt — and didn't have enough.

We bought our water in barrels. They waste it here like hell.

If they really want to be like us, they should live like us as well.




PLASTIC PARIS INDIANS Cont'd.

s ¥§ijust what have you gone through
ve Indian?
[~

5 you.

il

by Rcbert Bacon

METIS

straight and black,
light ,
jade and my cheekbones high.

My hair i
my skin i
my eyes o

-
My

My face a reminder of past times
when a people was forgotten
and treaties signed.

i

Of times now
. when my people are crying
because of hate

Of times then
when two people lived
in spiteée of hate.

Of times then
when two people loved
without fear or guilt.

Qf times then

when two people died
leaving behind nothing
but I,

by Martha West

RUSHMORE/CRAZY HORSE

Four faces — who are they?

Thes: four faces on our sacred land —
Sitting Bull?

Crazy Horse?

Gall?

Red Cloud?

Pa Japa == uvho are they?

No these are four white faces
In the Black Hills.

Would you carve images

On your mother's womb?




RUSHMORE/CRAZY HORSE Cont'd.

and yet
You let
Them do - it to our mother.

Four white faces
and many red face
On Rushmore —
Indian songs on their lips. .

Indian pride irn their hearts.

While the white heart

Remains of stone.

Aind the stone faces of the white tourists
Look up

To the four stone faces

Looking down,
Crying tears of &
For the people it

/]

;!—Il;iSKfi ! 7@

the icy creek is singing

in tune with the northern lights —
in a blue tent

we are alone within the

mountain'zs heart.

. by Denise Lassaw

NIGHT FALL

I didn't see

the dark come down
it fell so fast
around the town

S0 suddenly

I didn't see

AlLl the night

started vhispering
and I felt the brush
of a moth's wing

soft, little and light
in the night

I sat alone

with the night-sound

and the moon half-out
o : and the dew around




Cont'd.

stonea

saw it more
like night,
nevey knew

1

t £,

T knew the day
I

I

me & she had
‘had something to

I won't know how to go on;
For she made me

Vhat I am
She was there
When I needed her the
most ,

When I had problems,

I turned teo her

I helped her all I could.
No one seems to care
About her and she knows.
I get so mad sometimes
Because they don't stop
To ask how she is doing,
They never Have the time.
If she ever told me to do
Iinything that was
~impossible N
L would make it possible,
Because I love my great-
grandmother

More than anything or

- anyone : '
Other than Geod.

I won't cry when she digs
I know she'll be happy
and would want me to be.

” [l \U“

by A senior classman

- (Egsebué Sioux)



JUST TAKE A LOOK. . -

Ly

Listen vecople and listen well o

To my thoughts that I will tell

"his land for years and years
d .this land for thousands of years
t o =

EBspecially yocu who are in High Office
and ycocu who have never never noticed
Why do you send things to faraway lands
i:é e = = ie los
2 owned thi

e

a thriving nation

1 say tha this is
Just take a good look at our reservations
You tallk real loud about woérld peace :
While in this nation there is too much grief
You came here for Freedom of Religion

F=hd

Tell me what happened to our Religions
You bréught your cultures to this land
and nowour culiture hardly stands
- ¥You cams and got rich on our land

You tried to exterminate us from our land
The great spirit he understands

He's the one who helvps us stand

Yueu say that this is a thriving nation-
Just take a good look at our reservations
You say that this is a thriving nation
Jugt take a good look at ocur reservations.

by Larry Stabbei

LITTLE INDIANS SPEAK

Peopl
Don't expect tham to talk.
One day stubby little Ray id, S
ast night the moon went &11 the way with me,

When I went ocut ,t::f\,rzallt:-g

- People said, ""Indian Eh“ldeﬂ are very glléﬁt-

- Their only words are no and yes." :

- But small, ragged Pansy confided ;thly,

"My drész is old, but at night the moon is klna-
Then I wear & béautlful moon-colored dress,

People said, '"Indian children aré'dumb;
They seldom malia a reply."
Clearly I hear wves Delores answer,

'"Yes, the sunuet is sc good. I think God is throwing

A bright shawl arcund the shoulders af the Eky "

Péé?lé';ald ”Indlan Ghllﬂf?n have ng affegt;éﬂg
They just don't care for anyone.'"

Then I feel Ramon's %iny hand and héir him whlsp%r,



LITTLE INDIANS SPEALK Géntfdg

"A wildé animal races in me since my mother sleep
under the ground.

Will it always run and run?’

People =aid, '"Indian éhiliféﬁ aré rude.
They do not seem very bright. '
Then I remember Joe Henry's remark,
"The tree is hanging down her head because the
sun is staring at her, White people always starea.

They do not know it is not Pallteg”

People said, "Indian children never take you in.
Outside their thoughts you'll a2lwuys stand."

I have forgotten the idle woards “liat People said,
But treasure the day when iron docr swung wide,
Aind I slipped into the heart of Pima 1-nd.

by Juanita Bell

If light were dark

And dark were light
The moon a hole

In the blaze of night,
A raven's wing

45 bright as tin -
Then you my friend
Would be black as sin.

CMYH,LT IS THTS UPON MY LAND?''

Was it yesterdaya...

That man reached the moon.

Iz it teday he stands upon its surfac
fau marvel that mar travels so far, so fast.

If they have iravél§d=far-

Then I have traveled farther...
If they have traveled fast '
Then I have traveled faster.

For T was bafn a ihauaand years ago
My life style uﬁlqueaﬁgbeautlful
But within half a lifetime =

I was flung across the ages.

From bows and arrows to atom bombs
Is a distance far beyana '

AL flight to the moon.




THIS UPON MY LAND?' Cont'd.

eople loved al1ll1 nature
though it listened.

born when
spokse to it

wWhen I
I remem
When I was
I remember a
Bezsutiful <o
When I was Young

I can remember an =arly mo
Watching the cunlight fire
‘Dance upon the mountains.

was

ber drinlk.

good to

good to breathe

I can remember ar uncharred earth,
fad singing song of thanks

For 2ll this beauty..a.

Singing so very very softly.

=1

Suddenly, strangers came.
Then more and more and Mmores.as

Like a crushing rushing wave they came.
Hurling the years aside.

Suddenly, I find myself a young man
In the midst of the twentieth century.
I find myself. and my people

Adrift in tn new age

Put not a part of it.

Engulfed by its rushing tide,

But only as a captive eddy,

Going round...and round...and around.

=
=

On tiny plots of land =

We float in & kind of
Uncerbtain of our grip
Weak in our hopess for

Irnow full well the
ey lived in the
grand old stories
When therc was dignit

fa)

:ertain knowled
“hey 'ralited upon.

ge

Let none forget

‘We are a people with
GQuaranteed to us by p
Treaties. '

unreality,
upon the present
the future.

stories of our
old life

of our people...
¥ s

people,

of the paths

special rights
romisSeS..s.



"WHAT IS THIS UFON MY LAND?' Cont'd.

We did not beg for these rights

We do not thank you that we have them.

We have paid fér them

With our lives, our dignity, our self respects.
Shall we remain today

A beasten race...

Impoverished, conguered?

by LeRoy B. Selam

THE MAN FROM WASHINGTON -

The end came casy for most of us.

Packed away in our crude beginnings

in some far corner of a flat world,

we didn't ewpect much more ‘

than fireweod and buffale robes

to keep us warm. The man came down,

a gléuching dwarf with ralnwatcr eyes,

and spoke to us. He promised

that life would go on as usual, ,

that treaties would be signed, and everyone —-
man, woman and child -— would be ifnoculated
against a world in which we had no part,

& world of wealth, promise and fabulous disease.

by James Welch fBlackfeet—GfssVVeﬂtre)

DIRECTION

I was directed by my grandfather
o ths East, =~ - _ _
so I mlghi have the PéWér-Df the bear;
To the South,
, 30 I might have the cgurage of the eagl
. To the West,
. so I might have the wisdom of the owl;
To the North, ,
50 I might have the craftiness of the fox;
To the Earth, :
- so I might receive her fruit;
To thke Sky,
80 I might lead a life of innocence.

\H‘

-by Alonzo Lopez (Papago)




AMBITZ ON

s summer I shall

Return to our Longhouse,
Hide beneath a featliared hat,
And become an 01d liun.

bty Phil George (Nez Perce)

ONCE AGAIN

Let go of the present and death.
Go to the place nearest the stars,
gather twigs, logs;

build a small fire,

a huge angry fire.

Gather nature's skin,
wet it, stretch it,
make a hard drum,
fill it with water
to muffie the sound.

Gather dry leaves, herbs,
feed into the fire.

Let the smoke ric-

up to the dark sky,

to the rounrdness of the sun.

Moisten your iips,

loosen your tongue,

let the chant echo

from desert, to valley, to peak —
whevever your home may be.

Remember the smoke,
the chants, the drums,
the stick grandfather held
as he spoke in tha dark
~ of the power of his fathers?

Gather your memories

~into a basket, into a-pot,
into your cornhusk bag, and
grandfather is alive
for us %n see once again.

by Liz Sohappy (Yakima)




1,ONELINESS

Loneliness is being alone,

Thinking of sad things you did.
Maybe you upset somecne you love..
Maybe you were left behind.
Loneliness is being left alone in.
A place you've never been before,
Living with people you've never
Met, sent to a new, unknown school.
Loneliness is getting into trouble
Where everyone . is against you.
Loneliness is being away from the
Love of your mother, father, siszter -
Brother. ‘

Loneliness is b61ng mad with
Yourself.

N@t even a sgund b51ng made
Students, tired of sitting,
Looking at the lazy clock,
Wish the period would end now.

by Tom Yellowman
. Locking sad and lost
' My mother stands at- the door

Whllé I am leaving.

by Léé Bahe

HOMECOMING

Wlth tears in their eyes, .
And big smiles on their faces,
Happy are my parents. :

by Lorraine Cody .

#




YESTERDAY

festerday you murdered to take our land.

Today you've changed your tactics =--

you smile, talk in big words, then

bring out a piece of paper.

That's really a change from yesterday, isn't it?’

NGO DEAL:

The land is ours; we will not sign.

You ask us to put out a dollar sign

before the lives you've taken, the years of ,
starvation, sickness and oppression we've been through?
Can your bill of sale promise us change?

You ask us to put a dollar sign on the deaths of all...
on the deaths of all our people

and. our way of life before you came?

NO THANKS:

We won't sell the only thing that we have left,

You may resort to yesterday's tactics;

yesterday we didn't know what you wanted.

Now we do, and we are ready == ;

NOW SMLILE:

by June Leivas
Chemehuevi Newsletter

Who will sing the sun's Song now
in the medicine lodge
who will cast the bones
. from the yellow bag
who will read the secrets
of the smoke
and the seed talk of the rattling gourd
in the white nights
now that he is gone

by Ben Benson

IF I DIE IN VIETNAM

If I die in Vietnam,

Take me back where I came from

And lay me in the soil

There, upon some mountain high

Where I can feel the cool winds blow



Whe»re the cool, clean fresh winds blow
The sun aznd rain and snow

Forever on my face.

Take me there if I must die,

If I die in Vietnam,

Take me back where I came frem,
Nevermore to make a stand

Here in this war=torn land,
Where every man's slave

To Death's eternal grave.

Take me back where I came from
And lay me in God's hand.

If I die in Vietnam

Tak2 me back where I came from,

To American, that was once beautiful,
To America that was once f-r-e-e,

For I have done my share

and hope some day

The protected will have a taste of
Freedom.

In Vietnam

My eyes are blue, my skin is light: _

I can't be an Indian 'cause T don't leok right.
I don't know if I'm red or white,

But one thing's sure: I never feel right.

I got no papers to prove what I'm saying.

So my Indian blood is awful hard to explain.

When J try to tell it and make it plain,

Everybody reaches for the salt and takes another grain,

The government don't consider me
In anything they do,

They don't want anocthar Indian,
So what am I supposed to do?

And when I talk to Indians about my need to identify,
They just act funny and give me the old fish eye,

I'm more like the Indians, and they think that's wise,
But they don't quite trust my big blue eyes.

' My kin say they are white, but they knéw it's not true,

And they are all embarrassed 'cause of the way I do.

I tried to be like them, but I guess I never will.

To me there's a lot more to life than another dollar bill.



Cont'4d.

My outlook on life don't correspond to white,

So it stands to reason I can't be right

Since I can't be Indian, at least not quite,

I've got a lot of problems, 'cause I know I'm not white.

I was in the Army once, and to my surprise,

They called me Tonto-with-the-Big Blue-Eyes,

Crazy Indian described me and my class, 7

But it got even worse and they called us blanket --- (Indians).

I don't know what to do to make things right,
But life's sure uncorly between red and white.

by Bob Christian

THE BATTLE'S NOT OVER YET

Though countless bodies of dead
lay behind us, and rivers no more
carry the blood the warriors
and soldiers of battle,
- the trees still whisper the last words
of each dying man.

Though the war dance has stopped

and the quick, sure-footed braves

no leonger dance, and Time has covered

the traces of the horses on the battlefield
the marching feet can still be heard.

Though no bodies of warrior, nor soldier,
lie twisted and torn, and no expressions
or moans of agony are seen or heard,
and the bugles no more sound the attack, -
and the battle cry has not been heard
' the wind still relays the message
of the drumbeats.

Though no thundersticks sound

~and no cannons roar, and the smoke

has long since cleared on the battlefield
the low murmur of the tom toms
goes on and on, and each star in the
heavens takes life from these brave
warriors of battle.




THE BATTLE'S NOT OVER YET Cont'd.

Though the places of battle still lie

in the sun, and no trace of war remains,

though all the sounds of war are all unheard
the battle's raging still, loudly
yet silently. Not killing, yet
killing, too.

Each time I look into the setting sun,
I know that victory's yet to come,

And justice will be done
When the last battle has been won.

by June Leivas
from the Chemehuevi Newslatter

ALCATRAZ....LIVES!:
You say they're gone????

All taken off...
all pushed off...
all pulled off...
all ripped off...

You say they're gone?7?7?
Listen then, listen long —

Hear that laughter...
Hear that cry...

Hear that child...
Hear that prayer...

Listen then, listen long.

The winds carry their songs
The sun carries their warmth
The winds carry their songs
The grass whispers their words.

)

You say they're gone??7?

Listen...whiteman...
Listen long.

by HaiHai PaWo PaWo




Red/Wnite -- and blue

1 met a pretty city girl --- Indian, she said.

She said she'd heard of Custer and she knew her skin was red.
But outside of those facts and inside of her mind

She wasn't sure just who she was or what she'd left behind.

She didn't know her tribe; she didn't know her land --
Ali she knew was welfare and the charity helping-hand.

She must have had some pride, but it was deep within
Beaten down by foster homes that tried to change her skin.

They tried to make her "civilized! -- they made her white instead.
She laughed away their insults, but she cried herself to bed.

"Why did you do this to me? she cried in outraged shame.

"You took away my parents and you took away my namei"

"You forced me into poverty, then said I was to blame

"Cause my father drank your white man's wine and mother took his name.
"Their land was taken from them' their home, théir pride, -- and me.
"How can you claim to Judge them and put your claim on me?"

"A lie!" I ¢ry in tearful pain, I run out of the room.

'"You didn't raise your hand" she sald, "you'll stay this afternocon."
"I'11 stay, okay, but when I leave T won't be going home.

"I have no home in this town; I'll go my way alone."

Another Indian seeing red; another leaving town.

"I'm free and red" to me she said, '"No whites can tie me down.
"I'm back upon my mother earth, beneath my father sky -

"I'm back where I belong now, back where my people died.,

Red and white and blue, and searching for a home,
Searching for a way of life that white has left alone.

I wish them that they find it] I hope they find that place
I wish they'd take me with them back to the human race.

by Robert Bacon




RED EAGLE
Red Bagle,
Cold, dead, noble, Red Eagle.
Tomorrow they will bury you in Black Hill,
They think you have left me forever.
When I grow lonely for you
I will walk into the night
and listen to your brother, the wind.
He will tell me if you want me.
I will follow the path through the forest
upon which your moccasins
have trod so many times.
1 will hear the night sounds you
have told me about.
I will walk into the valley of Minnelosa,
the sweet grass.
In the white moonlizht T will pray.
I will pray tc the spirits
and they will speak to me
as they have spoken tc you before.
Then I will touch vour tree and you
will softly wh.sper to me. .
From the wind, from the night, from the tree,
from the sweet gre=ss, :
You will whisper to m-,
Red Fagle, Red Eagl- .
Upon the mountadii.

by Janet Campbell (Coeur d'Alene)

LONELINESS

The deafening tic-tic-tic of the clock,

“he thunder of my own thoughts rumble 'round

The dark room crowding its silence in upon me.

Where are my friends? What is there-to do?

The slow steady pounding of my lonesome heart,

The never-ending thump-thump~thump of my pulse _

Against a wet pillow, the only living sounds to listen to!
Visions drift slowly prast my eves...

Visions of scarred, contorted trees standing in barren,

» ’ desolate fields...
Visions of solitery children standing in deserted alleys
With tears washing clean rivulets down their dirty faces...
Visions of old men, old women, dying with hopelessness
And agony twisted into their aged masks of death...
Visions of neglected tombstones crumbling by
Abandoned churches...On God! :

- Where are my friends? _
Someone, please come and talk to me !

by Loyal Shegonee (Potawatomi)
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ed coming up

then the morning comes

and the sun burns brighter
lines of little clouds rise
out of the sarths edge

this too is a sign

now we wait in the dry grass
now we wait in the hot s

my shecp my dogs and i
watching the sky

the signs tell rain
but the signs have told rain before
and there has been no rain

the bellies of the shnep are thin
my eyes go blind
the dogs are dying.’

by Norman H. Russell (Cherokee)

INDIAN LOVE LETTER

Lady of the crescent moon
tonigh* I look at the sky
You are not there
You are not mad at me, are you?
'You are angry at the reople,
fes, T know."

they are changing

be not toc hard
If you were taken to
the migsion school,
not because you wanted,
but somcone thought it best for you
you too would change.

They came out of nowhere

telling us how to eat our food

how to build our homes

how to plant our crops.

Need I say more of what they did?

All is new -=— the old ways are nothing.




